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BAMBOOZLING AT TORQUAY. 

Although ever the friend of the British public, it must be confessed that at times Poor Pa tries its patience very severely. It seems that down at 
Torquay, during the last few days, Dad has been astonishing the natives by the medium of what he terms his improved phonograph. The populace were, T 
understand, dumbfounded at the clearness and slanginess of the voice proceeding from the machine, and sixpences were literally showered upon Papa. But 
the yreater the success the greater the fall, and the unwarranted intrusion of a roguish doy brought about Poor Papa’s downfall.’’—Toortsie. 


CONTRADICTORY. A DREADFUL NIGHT AT SEA. 


Ss 


SoME curious pictures of the sea and its dangers are to be 
found in “The Nintary of the Life and Surprising Adven- 
tures of Captain JOHN Gow, alias Smith, a Most Notorious 
Virate and Murderer.” 

One Captain Oliver Ferneau, of the George galley, a 
Frenchman, but English subject, engaged Gow in 1724 a8 
second mate, together with twenty-two others, English, 
Scotch and Swedes, and sailed for Santa Cruz with a earge 
of bees'-wax, On the day she was to set sail some of the 
merchants came on board to dine with the captain, and 
during the meal, several of the sailors, including one Patter. 
ron, a Swede. forced their wav rudely on te the qacurter. 
deck, and made along complaint of their iLtreatniont ane 
the badness of the provisions, to whieh the captain, without 
iiistanaasesang tease losing his temper, though secretly enraged and ashimed at 

ins eK the scene, promised all should be set right, at which the 
deputation departed apparently satistied, 

The merchants withdrawn, the captiin ordered Patterson, 
the newrest maniat hand, to furl acsail whieh, with i sere: 
show of reluctance, he did. and being ' 
answered contemptuously. Seas we eat, so shall we work 
The captain pretended not to notice this, ws had he done so, 
he must have resented and punished it, which he was 
unwilling to do before consulting with the chief mate, The 
mate he informed that he thought it absolutely necessary 
that a number of small arms should be brought intu the 
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chief ending and he alse said that Patterson and another of the 
mialeentents must bea lL. Unfortunately for himself, the cap. 
tain’s words were overheard 5 and still more unfortunately, he told 
the mite to order Gow, the second mate and gunner, to get the 
arms cleaned and loaded for him, 

Ou this the mutineers at onee determined to seize the ship and 
turn pirates, and they resolved that that night they would murder 
the caption, the nate, the supereargo, and the surgeon, About 
nine ocloek. all bere quiet. and the intended vietine fast asleep, 
except the eaptrin, who was on the quarterdeck, the butchery 
Degen. The conspirators. ata given signal, crept as noiselessly as 
posible out of their hammocks. stole npoa the doomed men and 
cut their throats. ° The surceon’s Uhroat.” says the narrative, was 


ws 
cut soettectually he could struggle very litte with them. but Trap. 
ins outof his deaumeck. ron up te get upon the deck, holding his 
hand upon his throot, but stumbied at the tiller, and: falling down 
had ne breath and consequently no strength to raise himself, but 
died where he hiv, 


The inate, whose throat was cut but not his 


pistols, firtig several times upon each, ull they found they were 
quite dead.” 

All this noise alarmed the captain, who, thinking someone was 
overboard, approached the ship's side to look over, when three of 
the wretches, creeping up beiind, endeavoured to throw hin into 
the seas but he. beme a nimble, strong mon, got hold of the 
shrouds and straggled so hard with them that they could not break 
his hold: but turning bis head to see whom he had to deal with, 
onecut bis throat with a brow! Dutch koife.” During this struggle, 
another of the murderers stabbed him in the back with such force 
that he could not draw his Knife out ygain to repeat the blow, At 
this moment Gow came up from the butehery between decks, and 
seeing the captain still alive. went close up to him and shot him 
twice. He. however, vet had enough fife in him when they threw 
him overboard to clog toa rope; but this being cut, he sank, and 
Wis scene be more, 

The number of nen employed in these deeds was eight: but the 
rest of the crew, being without arms, were ina state of great terror 
lest the shumgiter should continue, Gow, who was unanimously 
chosen as captain, then promised that if all submitted to his orders 
ho harm should befall them, but otherwise they should be cut to 
picees. and socall humbly accepting his command, they were left 
alive, but niany of them, on the least provocation, were severely 
besten, and in some eases inhunmauly treated by Gow’s lieutenrnt, 
Willinins, who is described as a merciless, cruel and inexorable 
wretch,” as we propose to show in our next paper. 

* * * * * * 
NOOS FROM THE STARVERTES, 

frit iss agenst uss boise, 

the appyratus aint no dror. 

we: tin uppacappele too the charitubel inclind, 
youlik. weaved the list with 

“jon burns, mip. £5. 
the doses ome. Sax. 
1 who knows the deer boise, 2d." 
the siggnitoors iss orkerd. 
( Newt week," Good Old Gow!" ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


——= 

*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to he returned, 
should inclose a stamped eurclope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do vot inclose luose stamps, 
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Just the same, of course, ELAINEY, Your look out, entirely, BU. 
Glad to hear from you, Perkins; Certainly, the Ancient will, 
Sorry, MEPH. we cannot tell you, It_is hardly in our line, You 
may hope, DESPOXDENT MAIDEN, Jt's a sure and ecrtain sign, 
Very funny, LW. BLACKMAN; You're a champion, indeed, Note 
the alteration, SARVEY. No, awe haven't, ALBERT Rew. Utterly 
unfairand stupid; You should hace protested, QUILLS. SLOPER 
always lices, ADMIRER, Le anatmosphere of bille, Quite an error, 
Rh. CJ Burros: Printers make some odd mistakes, SUOPER would 
be glud to, TASTER: On tt ina brace of shakes, rry that your 
rerecs, CUUMMIE, Wr must, with our thanks, decline, Very much 
ebiiged, F. MARYLAND; They were really most divine, 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
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Mother. What have you done to baby to make hit cry like that, 
Johnny? 

Johnny, Smacked ‘im, ‘cos ‘e took away my top. 

Mother, Vil teach you to smack your brother, sir! Come here ! 

Johnny, 1 don't want no teach, mother ; I smacked him the same 
wiry as you smacked me, s+ 

* 

THE man given to exaggeration resembles the spendthrift inas- 

much as he's frequently over-drawing his account, 
sf 


* 
THE trap in which I make my calls, 
So awful a pun is it 
To say. J wonder, that it is 
My little carte de visite? 
2 ¢ 
AN enterprising American railway company advertises, “ The 
Seaside in two hours. Honeymoon Route. Fifteen tunnels and 
ho lamps in the carriages.” * 
First Dear Little Thing, Oh, Clara! isn’t it too bid?) That 
spiteful cat, Laura, has been spreading it about that I drink, 
Nvoond Dear Little Thing. What a shame, dear! It's too bad of 
her; bat there, she never could keep a secret. 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 491.--The “Tenby Bathing” Costume, 


She (gushingly). 1 few Tam too fond 
of yon, darling. You are my king. 
dt, Mike who? 


Tome Rule, with a venyeance, from 
Mrs. Buggins’s puint of view, 


Edith, How was your speech received at the club last night, Harry ? 


Harry, Wheu I sat down the fellows—haw—said it was—baw—the best 
thing Lever sit. 


FANCY R.A. PORTRAITS. 
No. 8.—Stay, sec Marks! 


BAL 


Rurglar (discomfited), Teg parnion, 
guv'nor; J thought you were out. 


(Saturday, September 23, 1053, 


Mrs, Clumberbump, Yea, I think I've got everything. 1), 5... 
I knew there was somethin’ I'd furgot. [must go out and st 
stamps. 

Mr, Clumberbump, Stamps ! 
You can get them at Margate. 
Mra, Clumberbump, But just think how dear they'll be, Wy. 
You know we was tuld as how everything was so dreaitul cy). 
sive. rer : 

s 


What do you want stamps 1, 


IT was not our poor old friend Henpeck, but a pal and fe) 
sullercr, who, shortly after he had Jost his wife, met an old j,). 
of the family, who, staring at his lavender trousers, white... 
cont, light tweed coat, red necktie and straw hat, observed. + \ 

I thought your wife was just dead.” “Of course she is.” was 4, 
reply, “What's wrong! I'm dressed about as cheerfully as 1. 


fan 


nrnage, Cun you suggest anything livelier! 
* 
It conjures up revengeful thoughts 
In quite the greatest gauby. 


That squalling, kicking, public pest, 
The railway carringe baby. 


* 
ScENE—Fice o'clock tea, 

Visitor (juat returned from the country). Thank you, my devs 
T will take a little more milk, and just avother slice of your delice 1! 
ful bread and butter ; it’s quite a treat to get fresh dairy produc 
aguin, 

Hoatess. But, my dear, I thought you had been staying ini. 
country ! 

Visitor, So we have, dear ; but we had farmhouse apartii i: ., 
you know, * 


Indiqnant Tenant, Look here, Mr. Landlord ; didn't you tell i. 
this was a very productive garden? Just look at it; perice:ly 
choked up with weeds, can’t grow anything else. 

Landlord (coolly), Well, that’s productive enough for you, isn't 
it?) What more do you want! *,* 


Teaaea, Schobs is ferry bad, ma tear, ferry bad, indeed ; ain't 
able to do no pusiness and don’t take no interest in anythinis. 

Mosca, Gracious! don't take no interest, don't’e! Vy, he must 
pe pretty vell dying, ‘e must. *\* 


“No,” said the fair, practical darlingette, speaking of her late. 
mash to the friend of her bosom ; “blow his bally poetry ! T~.4 
Give mo a sensible bit of prose in the shape of a letter that wou! 
turn uptramps in an action for breach, and Um satistied ; it's dis 
half-and-half buukum that you can’t tix “em on, that gives ie 
the needle.” * ° 


We are informed on reliable authority that the amorous your; 

man who pledged his alfection has since popped the question, 
* 
s 
SCENR—Jiuot maker's, 

huir Customer (entering). Lo want a pair of French kid shoes. 
frease, ts ; 

Shopman, Certainly, ma‘am ; what size? 

Pair Customer, Oh—er—fours, : 

Shopman (speaking up tube to warchouse), One pair of maniirse | 
sixes, please. ae 

Firet Man, Tell me, now—is that fellow to be trusted, do yor. 
think? 

Second Man, Trusted?) Vl trust him with my life, 

First Man. Ah, but anything valuable, Tinenn? 


THE winter's creeping on apace, 
And colder grows cach morn ; 

A certain sign !t's time to get 
Our overcoat from pawn. 


Mra. Jawhkina, And 80 your son George has married an Americ ii 
wife, eh! But I've heard. they’re wonderful fond of getiins 
divorced over there. 1 wonder if he'll keep her? 

Mra, Torkina (slightly deat), Oh! he won't want to. She's sot 


plenty of money enough for both of ‘em, so she can keep him, 
ss 


Ld 
Disgusted Benedict, 1 wouder why on earth so many men xt 
married? 
Bachelor Friend, From my experience, f should: say neriity on 
aceount of the love-letters. “° 


At the Crantry House, Sunday Morning. 
Pretty Innocent, Shall Vdrive you to church? 
Artful Young Bachelor, That would be impossibic, bat you 
might very easily lead me there. e 


s 
“Pu ring your finger,” said the old man to the pretty sir 
“Tye serung your nore.” said the pretty girl's sweetheart to theo 
man. “You've sronged the old gentleman,” said the Bobbs is le 
took the young man inte custody for committing the assauit. 
se 
3B 
Admiring Friend, Wot! do the little nipper drink beer? 
Proud Futher. Oh, yea! he takes after his father, f 
Disgusted Mother (looking into empty pot), We waited to tin: 
it wfter ‘is father, ‘e wouldn't get much, 
zs 
* 
Mr. Clumberbump, It says in this paper that in one part ot 
America it’s been raining mice. ' : 
Mrs. Clumberbump (instinctively drawing her shirts round tie 
Ugh! jest to think of it! That would be a regan uf tere. 
wouldu't it? *.* 


Kindhearted Friend. Why dowt you try and eit somet'ioe 
Mac? you wouldn't be nearly so bad if you did. F 

Me Gooscley. L don't shee—ushe of eatin’, “only privenish oo: 
gettin’ tight ash shoon ash one otherwsh would. Shall bos! 


s 
HE brings our blood to boiling heat, 
With anger sets us bristling ; 
The wretched benst, who spite our frowns, 
Goes on serencly whistling. 


s 
“I po wish, father,” said the fair girl, entreatingly, “you would! 
be quite so hard upon poor George as younre ; you realways rittin< 
on him!” “Oh! well, Ethel,” said the old gentleman, "yo" 
mustn't grumble. You see, we don't like to let you have it all quir 
your own way !” *.* 


Jones, What's matter? Look worried. 

Smith, Oh, it’s that beastly goat 1 bought two or three we - 
ago. It's done no end of mischief; and yesterday it got loose 11 
swallowed about £10 worth of the wife's best lace tuckers, suid : 1 
sivs | must get rid of it. 

Jones, Wi el, that’s easy enough. : 

Sicith. Is it? I've offered the beast to five men, but not 2 20" 
will accept him. p a. me 

Jones. You don't know how to do it. Offer it for sale for #-. 
and then hint that you may take 30, 


Ewery Monday. One Halfpenny- 


LARKS! 
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TOOTSIE AT TENBY. 


——_ 


Wat was Tenby like eighty-seven years ago, when Lady Betty 
ang Lady Molly, and Mistresses Sue, Dolly, Sally, and Jane held 
; : there drums, routs, 
| and frolics, — at. 
: tended the assem- 
blies, the librars, 
and the Theatre 
Royal? The county 
families then, from 
Carmarthenshire 
Cardiganshire, and 
Pembrokeshire 
came rumbling and 
jolting there in 
their big, clumsy 
family coaches. 
A correspondent of 
Doctor William 
Mavor, who dates 
from Bath (then 
“the most elegant 
of cities and the 
first in reputation 
of all the watering- 
laces in Eng- 
land"), says that 
at Tenby “lodgings 
adapted to every 
rank in life may be 
had on the usual 
terms, and provi- 
sions are plentiful 
and sometimes 
cheap.” Also, he 
adds, “there are 
two excellent 


Teanty aud the Beasts, 


hotels in the town, besides sundry inns.” 

There are some fairly good hotels nowadays at “the Madeira of 
Wales.” The theatre is a thing of the past, but there are Assembly 
Rooms, Where now and again the venturesome aspirant “ frets his 
hour” and there are from time to time balls and concerts and 
other amusements to while away the long evenings ; but it has been 
jwinted out to me more than once that people should come to the 
seaside to go to bed early and get up ditto. 

We girls have been shrimping, and have caught close upon a pint 
between the three of us. The landlady doesn’t particularly take to 
boiling shrimps, and has said as much. 

We have had a pie-nic, and once again has that horrid etupid, 
Lilly, managed to slip his foot and come back tlop upon the veal- 
and-ham pie. Bob, who was just beginning to carve, gave him 
one with the fork. If you have ever heard a pig when being 
killed, that may give you some notion of Billy's squawks. 

ere are lots of things to see in Tenby, and the country round 
is well off for castlues—Carew, Picton, Narberth, Manorbier, Pem- 


Shrimping. 


broke, Llawhaden, and others perhaps we missed. Then there are 
caves and fissures, and the Cromlech, and the Huntsman’s Leap, 
the sunken forest and the Stack Rocks, two lofty crags standing 
some short distance from the mainland, “The best time to visit 
these,” says an anonymous writer, “is between the month of May 
and the end of July.” During this time the summits of the Stacks 
are covered with many thousanda of eligugs, gulls, putting, and 
other members of the feathered tribe. They generally come unob- 
served und leave in the same manner. Persons living in the 
wivhhourhood have told us that a small party will come in the 
carly part of May asa kind of advance guard, and will leave again 
‘port the result of their reconnaisance, and a few mornings 
er the rocks will be covered as thickly as they can well 
Picked together,” 

Swinging is a fashionable entertainment at Tenby. I swang 
last vear and nearly killed Billy, who would keepon getting in the 
Was. One day this week i had a grand swing, but unfortunately 
caused some unpleasantness between Bob and Billy, who both 
Wanted to swing me. Indeed, so dreadfully rude was Bob to Billy 
that the latter said 
afterwards, “If 
Tottiu Goodenough 
would have lent 
me a shilling that 
day, I'd ave 
walked home. — It's 
two or three _hun- 
dred miles, 1 am 
told; but no 
matter, I'd have 
done it, or perished 
by the roadside.” 
Fortunately the 
shilling, as has 
been stated, was 
not forthcoming, 
and with sixpence, 
woduced by Lardi 
Longsxox, he sought 
solace at the pas- 
trycook’s in a bun- 
plug. 

The — impecuni- 
osity of the poor 
Dook has reached 
acrisis, Thisafter- 
noon his hat was 
blown into the sea 
and rescued by a 
fisherman, who 
naturally expected 
a trifle. The poor 

ik; however, 
Ha not a farthing to give him, which the fisherman would not 
wlieve, and, calling a mate, the two ruttians soused the poor, 
thor Dook in the ocean and nearly drowned him. This is supposed 
to be a pleasure trip. 


Sousing the Dook. 
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W. T. VERSUS “D. T.” 
(A PANEGYRIC ON Mr. STEAD.) 

THAT volatile and various | That stubborn spooks and 

Don Quixote, W. T., | skittish 
Whose every new vagary us | Would, by his hand *mar- 
Impels to think that he | veelious,” 
i 
| 


Will for originality Communications pen ; 
The biscuit soon be takinz, And these same contumelious 
Is now a speciality and misbelieving men 
Of curing drunkards making. Assert, with sneers satirical, 
“If one whom drink does dom- | That our unique Quixote'll 
ineer Ne'er work the modern mir- 
You chance to know, I'll acle 
trouble rou Of making sots teetotal. 
To forward his cognomen here, 
And his address,” says W, 
“And, though his thirst have | 
harrowed him 
Till he is nearly dead, he 
Shall shortly be a paradigm 
Of suber ways and steady.” 


But all such views ineredulous 
Shall by ourselves be flouted, 

That. with a fervour sedulous, 
Our champion redoubted 

Will bring this thing unique to 


pass, 
We're quite convinced al- 
ready : 
Tf sots have qut a week to pase 
With Stead, theyll then be 
Ntead-y! 


Some Didymi remain to use 
Among the stubborn British, 
Who scoffed when Stead made 
plain to us 


ABOUT HIS LANDLADY. 

“TVE seen na good deal in my time,” writes a young gentleman 
who signs himself. * Lord High Basin-Holder, Operating Theatre, 
St. Aseulapins’s Hospital"—a somewhat significant. signature— 
“but for right-down giddy gush, our old Clutch—that's our board- 
ing-house land|ady—waltzes home for the bun, She began at 
breakfast this morning. ‘Oh, gentlemen!’ said she, ‘I was ao 
alarmed last night—in fact, I'm still in such a state of nervousness 
that I don't remember whether I've given Mr. Tracheottomay fire 
lumps of sugar or only one, IT had gone to bed last night, and just 
composed myself for sleep—balmy sleep (Nature's restorer)—when 
my attention was arrested by a weird, strange noise, First’ it 
seemed to be a sort of whirring, then an odd guttural knocking ; 
it got quicker and quicker.” 

* Didn't it strike you it might be the death tick?" suggested 
young Wallaber, an impecunious young barrister whose thoughts 
run upon little else save ticks of one sort and another. “There 
were thirteen of us to dinner the other evening. you know.” 

“Oh. don't—do not suggest anything vo terrible, Mr. Wallaber, 
I'm sure J coulda’t afford to lose anv of sou, althongh—er— 
ahem—" and she coughed at the reminiscence of unpaid bills, 

“More likely the hullaballoo of the trains on the Underground 
Railway,” put in the fat, vulgar lodger, whose room, but for his 
steady payment, “our old Clutch” would prefer to his company, 

“About what time did you hear this?” asked young Berlin- 
wooldun, who is “something in Coleman Street,” and goes to the 
root of things. : 

“ About half-past eleven, Mr. B.: and it seemed to come from 
the little room that used to be the bithroom, but was let to Mr. 
Lampinhawker yesterday, That's a premonition of death, which 
I somehow feel certain it was should come.” 

“Oh! Jknow what it was,” interrupted the Inst comer. “ What 
time did you say it was! About half-past eleven !” 

* Yea, yea.” 

* And did the noise go cr-r-r-ch, cr-r-r-r-ch, er-r-r-r-ch ?” 

© Exactly.” - 

“Oh! that was me winding up my Waterbury ; that’s all.” 

pcg oe 


SHE COULDN'T QUITE MANAGE THE JOB. 
SHWE was one of those statuesque creatures— 
Dark-eyed, slender-waisted, with hair 
Raven black, and with classical features 
Just showing slight symptoms of wear, 
For years she had tried to inveigle 
Some titled and opulent nob ; 
But though all her manners were regal, 
She couldn't quite manage the job. 


Though she angled in lots of directions, 
She'd given up nearly all hope 
When she managed to win the affections 
Of an elderly maker of sonp, 
And she tried, for her friend's satixfaction, 
To prove that ‘twas love of the snob— 
Not his “oof” which had prompted her action, 
But she couldn't quite manage the job. 


But their wedded career wasn't happy ; 
You could see for yourself at a glanve 
She meant leading the foolish old chappic 
A pretty respectable dance. 
She soon had admirers by dozens, 
Though she tried to persuade him the mob 
Were all of them uncles and cousins, | 
But she couldn't quite manage the job, 


She next tried her powers of persuasion 
(We do not deny them, of course) 

On 9 very momentous occasion 
To the jury who tried the divorce : 

And she tried with her hair in disorder, 
And many a well-rehearsed sob, 

To induce them the case to award her, 
But she couldn't quite manage the job, 


SUSAN'S SWAIN. 

Susan HicGs was madly in love with the night policeman. 
Though only of humble origin, and filling her place in the great 
world’s economy asa twelve-pounds-a-year “ general” she aspired 
to be sole mistress of the heart of Q497. worthy young man 
enough, with a ginger moustache, a post-office savings bank book 
and one stripe. Many a warm and responsive heart beats beneath 
a pair of dark-blue Government trousers (they une we jects high 
on theft. 9in.—and under—men)—and he only waited for another 
promotion to ask her to be his. 

Susan's “family” was away at the seaside, Susan and the parlour- 
maid were left in sole charge of Brockillo Lodge, a truly rural 
residence in an outlying suburb that one never attempted to start 
for until in a state of semi-intoxication. 

But Susan Higgs was happy—deliriously happy. All she wanted 
was her Bobbie—remarkable that his name should have been 
Robert—and the whole of the long evening she would stand and 
talk with him at the front gate until warned by the parlourmaid 
that “the neighbours would talk.” and it was near bedtime when 
she would reluctantly retire with an aching heart, Robert retreating 
his footsteps sadly down Vegetarium Grove, with Ais heart full of 
sadness and his helmet full of fried-up potatoes which the sym- 
pathetic parlourmaid, who encouraged the young lovers, had 
considerately browned up in the dutch oven for him to chew 
through the long, long night. 

“And you wild marry me a-Boxin’ Day, Bobbie?"’ Susan asked. 

“1 will, May I—" 

“Oh, don’t take any rash——" 

“T wasn't goin’ to. Iwill, May I perish! There's no ‘arm in 
that. And when I git to be inspector—ouly fancy, twelve bloomin’ 
bobs a week more !—” 

“Oh, by the way, Bob, ‘ow much do you git now?" 

“ Twenty-tive,” he answered, laconically. 

* And all found?” 

A painful tremor passed over his whole frame. He drew himself 
to his utmost height and gazed at the zirl with a pitying look. 

“ All found, Susan, all found? I'm s'prised at you! No, of course, 
we're never found—save by the Inspectors, who've all been 


constables themselves!” 
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A STEADY YOUNG MAN. 


pe: 

No wonder the Bugzinses were jubilant when he proposed to 
their daughter, for the leading trait in voung Blodders charieter 
Was steadiness, 
As to his so- 
briety, they 
couldn't get him 
to sample even 
the harmless 
supper beer from 
thetrnine-gallon 
cask, still less to 
touch ~~ whisky. 
however 
thoroughly di- 
Vater, 

fn facet. Ma- 
tilda Bugsius’s 
father and bro- 
thers used to 
chat? him about 
the extremity to 
which he carried 
his abstinence, 

But they 
thought he was 
coming it a little 
too strong when, 
at the wedding 
breakfast, Blod- 
der refused to 
honour the oeca- 
sion by sipping 
just one glass of 
champagne, 

Juggins had got 
a little too much 
of his own champagne into his own head, and as it was not 
nn every-day occurrence for him to set the sparkling tlowing, he 
rather resented his son-in-liw’s obstinacy and blurted out : 

“On a festive occasion like this, Leousider it tommyrot and ater. 
tation to throw a wet blanket on the occasion by standing out 
when the health of your wife’s parents is proposed, 

“Well, if you put it like that. sir, here goes.” said Blodder; and 
he raised the champagne cup to his lips and drained it. 

Everybody said it did hima world of good, for a colour came to 
his cheek:, a sparkle to his eves, Tt seemed to unloose his tongue, 
for he rattled on, keeping the table ina bubble of merriment, 

In short, after the happy pair had departed and the last slipper 
had been thrown, the wedding guests said that they had never 
known aw few glasses of champagne make such a change for the 
better ina man, for he had not stopped at one glass, nor two, And 
when they reached the railway station, he left his bride just: for a 
moment. and popping into the batfet, drank one. two, three, four 

liqueurs of eos. 
tae im rapid 
succession, 
And when the 
train steamed 
out of the sta. 
tion, he pro- 
duced a thik 
that he had 
bought at the 
butiet from his 
pocket, — and 
took sips at 
Yy intervals, KO 
* that, by the 
time they came 
to a junction, 
the flask had 
to be retilled. 

“William. 
giggled Matil- 
da, when they 
reached — their 
hotel, “you'll 
get tight,” and 
she beyan to 
regret that her 
father had 
teased her hus- 
band into com- 
mitting a 
breach of his 
rule of sbstin- 
ehnee, 

So intent was he, indeed, upon his new avecation, that the 
evening was more devoid of billings and cooings than any previous 
evening they had passed together since they had been lovers. 


“Well, if you put it like that, sir, bere joes,” 


“You'll get tight.” 


* * * * * * 

It was midnight. Matilda had retired to rest. There was no 
gound, save the ticking of the Dutch clock on the stairs, the ticking 
of « death-watch in the window-jane, | he 

In spite of herself the poor girl broke into tears, Her life had 
been so happy up till now, and wow she was conscious of i strange, 
terrible pra des and so, and so—— 

She awoke with a start. A heavy form lurched into (ie room, 
shaking it at every xtep, 

“William!” she eels: in terror. : 

“ Devils!” he screamed, fighting the air. and glaring with blood- 
shot eyes into 
space,“ Devils 
of all shapes, all 
colours! They 
are driving me 
to the preci- 
pice!” 

He reeled back 
to the window, 
which he tlung 
open wide, 
Matilda sprang 
frem her bed to 
stay him. 

“Back!” he 
cried. “That 
angel face is but 
ao omask, The 
fire from thos: 
eves burns me. 
Back! ] say.” 

She made a 
clutch at him, 
but toolate. He 
was gone. There 
was a sickenins 
thud froin with- 
eut—a seream 
from within. 


* ° 

“Tounder- 
stand.” said) his 
brother. after 
the inquest, to 
Matilda's father, “you persuaded him to have just one drop, Tf 
vou had known his past as TP knew it, you would just as soon 
have persuaded him) to kill himself. It) was very much the 
sume thing, after all.” 


Slice made a clutch at him, but too lite. 


ROD AND GUN. 
“Tal any sport, dear?” “Yes, love, a rich baronet.” “ Well, 
Thope you'll land him; but you are apt tw pull the line tov 


sharp.” 


©,° Miss Sloper vill he deliyhted to receive photographs from those 
of her Sreends uhose portraits have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


No, 305.— Misa WINSIE CUESTERTON, 


‘Such beauty as hers ‘tis in vain to resis 
“Oh, would that my darl 


t."  -- The Nook Snook, 

would give me some hope.” 
—Lord Boh, 

“Mine is, indeed, a fierce, a burning passion.” —The Mon, Billy. 


o: 


(1) The Eller was awakened early one morning by someone shuffling about, and 
hastily looking out, beheld the Luird making off with his stutfed salmon. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY,. 


Some kin? friends have been taaking a pincushion of poor little 
Biuka’9 legs, of which he’s quite uncouscious, 


La Mascotte modernised and ruralised 


(Saturday, September 28, 1893, 


“The old count, my husha:, | 
cannot last more than anet).: 
week or two—in fact, Art!,:; 
is already talking of putty, - 
our banns up. Jully, ic it 
not ?"—Latract from Lote 
Young Lady. 


CONSPIKEUOUS, 


OISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—M. PAUL DE CASSAGNAC 


When it became known that that donghty champion of Imperialism, M. Paul de 
Cassagnac, was defeated in the French General Elections, said A. SLOPER, “ Poor 
chap! he requires consolation. I will cheer him with an interview ; and yet on rare 
occasions I have known men who have appeared to dislike being interviewed by me. 
I would not for a moment class my friend Paul amongst them; still, *twould be on 
the safe side if I took the precaution to disguise myself. But how ? ‘The French are 
w sentimental nation.” 1) “Suppose, now, ‘twas as Virginia— Pant awl Virginia! 
The notion tty.” ) At that moment Mr. Gladstone passel the window, “A 
grand idea !—go as the ml Old Man, Cassagnac would no doubt receive the 
F.0.M. with open arms if diszuisel as the G.O.M."——(3) A. SLoveR, thus made-up, 
found M. Paul de Cassagnac with folded arms aud a gloomy look on his brow. “Ah, 
S'r Gladstone,” he sizhed, “my fate may soon be yours!" “Exactly,” replied the 
Eminent, artfully simulating in his voice the well-kuown “burr,” aud planging at 


3 


once into the interview. “Can you, M. Cassagnac, tell me off-hand how many dur! 
you have fought in yonr time?” “ Duels!” criel M. Cassagnac, “the very thing! | 
want what you call a livener—rousing distraction. Sir Gladstone, let us fizht. In 
the excitement I may forget my defeat. Vive la bagatelle! In the next room ar 
swords—pistola, I have longed to cross swords with Sir Gladstone, Follow me! 
come!" A. SLOPER saw he was in terrible earnest, and large beads of per-piraten 
began to start through the counterfeit complexion on his nose, * Further discos 
uselesa,” he cried, hastily undiszuisiny himself; * Lam not Gladstone, but Shortt 
Behold!" “No matter!" replied the other, * we will fight all the same. Come ss 

(4) But M. Cassagnae was alone: A. SLOPER had disappeared up the chimney, aid soot 
was obtaining an uninterrupted view of Paris from the house-tops.— (4) He is io 
under lock and key, but Mrs. Sloper is in communication with the Bughsh Aw. - 
sudur, so no doubt it will be all right uext week. 


THE ELDER’S STUFFED FISH. 


SE 


(2) While in pursuit he is rudely stopped by a slap from 
the self-same fish, 


(3)“ Dear me," he soliloquized, “it'll be a fine thing if Ah hev' tae spond t 
rest o' my days with this sticking to me nuse.” 


Saturday, September 23, 1893. } ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
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Be 
A ‘dine k: To Offices 


WY iy» 
bj Ih ! 


Remember -Feathersbone- Creepi2d, - ul. 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


THI8 way, my noble patrons, this way for the riders, Walk up, walk up.and hear the lions roar, When soldicra fire upon the crowd :—The Premiers son-in-law, we note, Ts not allowed his ladger's 
Half a moment, though, this isn’t a travelling circus, is it?) Never mind, it’s a show that can hold = rete :—7 hey got the fruit, oh! xad to tell, And got a horse-whipping ax well :—IMis work's cut out, 
its own with any that’s ever come your way, I'll bet | Step this way, ladies and gentlemen, we're — that #8 a cert., Uf he'd his listeners concert :— Chix hateful visitor, we fear, Is bent on coming over 
just about to commence :—The London Sunday is, they say, Becoming quite a lively rE pmrdaas here—That’s the end of the programme, my friends ; good value for the money, ist it?) Atthe same 
Abbey menials teould seem Hace fairly roused the Yankee'’s spleen :— The rioters are quickly cowed time nest week you will hear again from your old pal— THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


THE SEASIDE GIRL. 


Mabel is inteut on making a good eateh this year, and she 
does wv, A guld ce, with a coronet attached, 


JUST A WEE DRAIN 


A DROP TOO MUCH. 


Rate Man, T have to inform you that unless the rate is paid 
at once, your water will be cut olf, ; , 

“You know, Jones, thia wouklu’t be such @ bad place to sta: Teacher, Wivat's the meaning of “With batel breath "” Mr, seooper, Warter! Blow worter! Then TH hev to take 
ut if vue didu't meet such ap awfully ugly set of visitors here.’ Papal. Please, teacher, when you've been eating onion . my Whisky neat, thut’s all, sunny. 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


———— 


“SAILING MERRILY ON.” 

Jvstinalike manner thatthe Prinee of Wales's vacht. Jtritannia, 
is do ieating all its rivals, so is Qaéps showing a clean pair of heels 
to all its con- 
tem poraries, 
To own to not 
having — read 
Quips is to 
acknowledge 
madness, and 
no one likes 
tobethoughta 
lunatic. Con- 
sequently, the 
“baby “of our 
family is ine 
creasing in 
proportions 
weekly, Edi- 
tors of oppo- 
sition papers 
are tearing 
their hair 
with envy at 
its success, 
and even 
Home Rule 
has had to 
knock under 
to the prevail- 
ing * * And look ye at its contents: the * Pirate's Hand" is 
in itself suflicient to make one’s hair curl, As for “A Ghastly 
Frawmt "—well, read it for yourselves ; and, for the energetically 
inclined, there is the “ Quéps Spelling Prize,” open free to all com- 
wtitors, Besides these a tractions there are still numerous others ; 
hae here we must conclude, as we have not sufficient space in which 
to analyze the greatest ‘wp'worth the work! has ever produced, 


2, 

“SrrI KE while the iron is hot’ is an oft-repested proverb, but 
the miners up North seem to have struck before it was even warm. 
Many of their homes are consequently ina state of desolation and 
destitution. No money, no food, no tiring, and b:uely sufticient 
clothing. The Strike Fiend isa tierce enemy with which to contend ; 
not only does he claim for his victims his own worshippers, but 
with them their wives and children, Usappy will it be for our 
workinen when he is expelled for soud from England, 


* 

THERE is a rumour—we can't say how true—that a team of lady 
football players are in existence, and will this season do battle 
against any seritch elevens 
of their own sex who may 
feel bold cnough to enter the 
field against them. We have 
had indy ericketers, and 
though football is certainly 
» much rougher pastime, 
ALLY, who is ever ready to 
fall in with giant strides of 
progress, sees no objection 
to Indy footh: Hers, especially 
if the opposing teams are 
ulso of the fair sex, in which 
case it is pretty certain that 
the amount of damage will 
hot perhaps exceed a dis- 
arranged fringe or the loss 
of afew hainpins, 


. 

THE unwearrantable attack 
on“ ALLY SLoPER’s HALF- 
Houipay” in the Catholic 
Times for September Ist is 
onite harmless, Our only 
object in drawing attention 
to it at all is that we are 
wnxious to point out to the 
writer of the article that, 
much as he may object to 
ALLY, the Old Man has donea 
considerable amount of good 
umongst the Catholics in the poorest parts of London. We pre- 
fume that the writer of the article has never heard of * Sloper’s 
Poor Relief Fund,” some of which is annually distributed by 
Catholic clergymen, Canon Murnane, for instance, and others 
connected with St. George's, Southwark, many years back, were 
most grateful for the assistance ALLY SLOPER gave them. Poor 
Old ALLY has his faults, but, nevertheless, a tender heart beats 
beneath his double-breasted waistcoat, 


s 
Reapers of Larka! necd be under no apprehension that Uncle 
Boftin’s protfered contribution to that colossa) ha’porth, “ My Career 
asa J.P.,” has been accepted. From what we know of Uncle, we 
should be inclined to think “ My Career asa J.,” would be a little 
nearer the mark, e* 
s 


A. SLOPER deeply regrets that pressing engagements prevented 
him attending the South London Donkey Show at Lambeth 
Palace. Itisa pity, certainly—as Alexandry observed, “he might 
‘ave took a prize.” ee 

s 

ALTHOUGH not possessing a very attractive title. nevertheless 
the new play at the Court Theatre has in it all the elements of a 
great success, 
The Other 
Fellow is ex- 
tremely mirth- 
provoking from 
the rising of the 
curtain to its 
fall at the end 
of the last act. 
and Fred 
Horner must be 
congratulated 
on the excellent 
manner in 
which he_ has 
adapted Cham. 
pignol Malqré 
Lui to English 
taxtes. Every. 
thing even 
aperonen ing 
the _ indelicate 
haa been care- 
fully removed, 
and we are 
treated to a 
play in) which 
there is the 
maximum of 
wit with the 
minimum of 
vulgarity. The 
cast engaged in 
the interpretation of the piece is an extremely strong one, the 
names of Charles Groves, C. I. Brooktield, Weedon Grossmith, 
Ellaline Terriss, and Aida Jenoure perhaps being most familiar 
tu the playgoing public. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


OvTpoOR recreation. as far as this summer, at any rate, is con- 
cerned, is almost atu end, a fact to which the music-hall manager 
is fullvalive. The Alhambra 
authorities, for instance, are 
doing all they know to 
attract the public. and that 
a goodly share of success 
rewards their efforts goes 
without saying. The pro- 
gramme, as at present drawn 
up, is really excellent, and 
it is doubtful whether two 
mere brilliant ballets than 
Fidelia and Chicago have 
hitherto been cen in Lon- 
don, The variety company, 
too, would be diflicdlt to 
beat, and, whilst the man- 
agement continue to cater xo 
liberally for its patrons, the 
success of the Alhambra is 
assured, ee 

s 


ASENSE Of blissful security 
is beginning to creep over 
the inhabitants of the many 
watering-places at the pro- 
spect of the speedy termi- 
nation of the seaside ravages 
of the Ball's Pond Banditti. 
The return of the youthful 
desperadoes is, however, not 
anticipated without alarm 
by the metropolis; and readers of Larks! nay look forward con- 
tidently to seeing the dark duings of the ruthless gang graphically 
illustrated in that mammoth comic. 


THE Zdler has been discussing the advisability of doing away 
with the honeymoon, Why not do away with marriage altogether 
while we are making these radical changes? 


THE Family's seaside tour is drawing toa close, and the foot of 
the Crumbling Edifice ina very short time now will again be on 
its native heath. Already are publicans beginning to look happy, 
and several of them in the neighbourhood of Shoe Lane are filling 
up their cellars with nothing but “ Unsweetened.” The Eminent 
generally has « big throat on his return from the senside, and, by 
all appearances, this year will prove no exception to the rule, 


“WHeEN the cat's awny the mice will play,” is a time-honoured 
proverb which is seldom more forcibly exemplified than in the 
ense of Mary Ann. ~ 
It is when the 
family, however, 
have departed for 
their annual sojourn 
by the sad xea waves 
that that young per- 
son really gets her 
innings ; then, secure 
from probable inter- 
ruption, she can in- 
vite in her favourite 
policeman or milk- 
man, 18 the case may 
be, and with a well- 
spread board proceed 
to the genial occupa- 
tion commonly 
known os having a, 
good time. Unfor- 
tunately, however, | 
her guests are some- 
times liable to abuse 
the extended hospi- 
tality to the extent 
of helping them- 
selves to the house- 
hold valuables, as 
happened in two 
cases which have re- 7 
cently come before ‘ 
the police courts. Well may the worried householder ask, in the 
words of a once popular ditty, “Oh, Mary Jane! Mary Jane! why 
don't you try and be good?” pa 

ao 

THE Dook Snook wishes to repudiate the statement that he is 
financially indebted to the office-boy of Larks! All the same, 
though, we should have our suspicions of Snooky if we didn't know 
that the O.-L. of that ha'penny startler is quite as stoney as his 
grace, *.° 


THE shelving of our only “ General,” Roberts by name. in favour 
of the Royal “ Dook,” has rig the dander of a portion of the 
Radical Party, consequently they have been making things hum 
in the House of Commons. ‘The Secretary of State for War has, in 
fact. been almost badgered out of his life. Try how he may, he 
finds it a difficult task to explain away the “ business,” and, in 
fact, his explanations have gone a long way towards making thins 
worse. Why not let the genial “ Dooklett” and the great litile 
General settle their difference with the aid of the humble“ brown”! 
“You call to me ‘ Heads!’ or ‘ Tails !'" and the job is done. 


* 

WE are getting quite within reasonable hail of winter now, 
Already the guileless chorus girl and the ingenuous “ extra lady ” 
are preparing to bring their 
“resting” season to a close, and 
to swoop down upon their theat- 
rical agenta, or deluge the adver- 
tisement columns of the Stage 
and the Zra with demands for 
an engagement. Gorgeous new 
ballets are in rehearenl at our 
variety palaces, and already the 
enterprising and up-to-date man- 
agers who are on the look out for 
pantomime talent are making 
their arrangements for their 
Christmas productions. Things 
are getting really lively, in fact, 
in Balletdom. » « 

s 


THE Mildewed Mound has this 
day conferred the “Award of 
Merit” upon Proressor F. E. 
BECKWITH, because he is a vet- 
eran arimmer, “ Feyther,” re- 
marked the Cerulean-Orbed, 
cheerfully, “ this is a genuine case 
o' virtue rewarded, this is, Beck- 
with'sa name wot's bin honoured 
in swimmin’ circles for close on 
to ‘arf a century, and when you 
come tothink of wota wonderful, 
talented family the Professor's 
brought up under his own eye, it 
do secm remarkable that youain’t 
bestowed ee Diplomer on ‘im 
before. Oh, feyther, if it worn’t for that there chronic dread of 
ansthit k appertainin’ to water, you'd be——”" But once again the 
Azure-C shed dried up suddenly, as the historic gingham swiftly 
descende {upon the rear portion of his well-worn pants, 


(Saturday, September 23, 1692. 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THK WEEK ENDING SUTH SEPTEMBER, 1893, 
= 
24th September, 1881.—In the Atheneum. of this dat. ; 
a review of Mr. A.C. Grant's * Bush Life in Queensland.” in wisn, 
the following passage occurs: “The reader will certainly |, 
interested, though he may doubt the truth of an anecdot. 
chestnut mare committing suicide by drowning herself ina)... 
of water only eighteen inches deep.” pare 


eee 

25th September, 1888.—This day a piece of the stone wo; 
at the topoft the Monument, weighing about two pounds, br.),, 
loose and fell, The Monument has stood for 215 years, and of |.it- 
important alterations have been made in its surroundlugs. Duri:,. 
the summer months, frequently as many as 200 persons daily : " 
their threepences for the privilege of ascending to the balcony 1; 
means of the staircase of 345 steps. On public holidays the nuit. 
of visitors has exceeded 1000, An attendant is in charge b.-1., 
and another at the top, and the salaries and expenses are defriv. 
out of the adinission fees, which also provide a aineety credited ts 
the “City's cash.” There were six suicides before the cage—whic |; 
is a necessary disfigurement—was added, and other abuses hii. 
rendered the strictest supervision necessary. 


decease naesacanetaniiiaie nie ea ee a ee ee a a 
26th September, 1888.—A_newsjaper, of this date, say. 
“A most dingerous species of Bill Sikes has been arrested, togethi 
with a ferocious mastiff which he owned, by the Paris police. ‘1)).- 
malefactor was the terror of the Ternes district, and his specinliry 
in crime was to prowl around the neighbourhood at night and ¢, 
set his dog at the throats of belated wayfarers. The mastiit only 
knew and obeyed his master, and at a word from that worthy 
would tly at the throat of a passer-by, and never relax his hol: 
until the pockets of the victim had been completely rifled. T\v- 
latest victim wasa Government cm p/oyé, who has almost succumbe:! 
to the injuries which he received from the dog. Sikes, who w:. 
known by the appropriate name of ‘The Butcher,’ has been safely 
lodged in the Depét, and his enormous dog will be shot after th. 

condemnation of its master.” 


27th September, 1729.—A fire happened this day at Con. 
stantinople, which burnt down 12,000 houses, and 7000 peuple 
perished in the flames, 


28th September, 1729.—Inanewspaper of this date, Orator 
Henley advertizes that “The Monday orations will shortly t- 
resumed. On Wednesday the oration will be on the skits of the 
fashions, or a live gallery of family pictures in all ages, rut!s, mut. 
puffs manifold, shoes, wedding shoes, two shoes, slip shoes, pe:l-, 
clocks, pantoufles, buskins, pantaloons, garters, shoulder knots, 
perriwigs, head-dresses, modistries, tuckers, farthingales, corkine. 
minikins, slammakins, rufiles, round robins, toilets, fans, patches ; 
dame, forsooth, madam, my lady ; the wit and beau of my grin. 
num ; Winnifred, Joan, Bridget, compared with our Winny, Jenn: 
and Biddy, fine ladies and pretty gentlewomen, being a genuin- 
view of the beau monde, before Noah's Flood to the year 2). On 
Friday will be something. better than last Tuesday. After eaci: i 
bob at the times.” 


29th September, 1513.—Reports of the existence of the 
Pacitic Ovean first reached Europe through Columbus; but th- 
first European to behold it was the Spaniard. Balboa, on the above 
date. In 1521 it was first traversed by Magellan. Its area i 
80,000,000 square miles, equalling that of the other four oceans pu 
together, and occupying two-fifths of the surface of the globe. 


30th September, 1889. — This day, at Tunbridge, Mr. 
Warner, solicitor, made a somewhat peculiar application to the 
Bench. He said that in June last a child was left bya servant gir! 
with his client, a respectable married woman named Barton, havin: 
children of her own, The amount for the keep of the infant wa- 
wid up to August last, when the mother emigrated to Americ: 
Liter these circumstances Mrs. Barton applicd to the relievin: 
ofticer to remove the baby to the workhouse, The officer. be 
rezretted to say, acting under the instructions of the guardian. 
refused to admit the child to the workhouse, Mr, Warner said that 
his only course was to advise his client to leave the infant in the 
court, and then it would find its way into the union, Mr, Warner 
I shall advise the woman to pace the child on the table of th- 
court, and then the police will take it to the relieving otticer, a1! 
we shall hear no more sbout it. Turning to Mrs. Barton the 
learned gentleman said, “ Put the child on the table, leave it, aw! 
walk out of court.” This the female appealed to did, and retired 
from the court, leaving the feeding-bottle with the hapless infin 
Mr. Warner: The child is now destitute and neglected, aud your 
worships can order its removal to the union, The relieving olliccr 
took up the infant and conveyed it to the workhouse. 
petal Ae ee ee Re Se 
TAILOR BUILT. 
THE change-nppreciating sex 
Has got another fad 
Which serves, as usual, to perplex 
The man-worn’s mind, Egaud! 
Tnearly fainted when my “& Dutel” 
Remarked one night with glee, 
“I'm getting Tailor Suchandsuch 
To build a gown for me!” 


Methought. “What utter madness this! 
A paltry dress to treat 

As if "twere some tall edifice, 
Some ocean greyhound tleet, 

Some baker's vin, or lordling’s yacht!” 
But, by-and-bye, with sadness 

T found my better half had got 
Good reason for her madness ! 


He worked—that tailor—with a will, 
And when his task was done 

1 owned that he, for building skill, 
Most surely took the bun. 

For, on my solemn word, when he 
Had bad/ded that same gown, 

The way in which he A//l déd ne 
Entirely broke me down! 


— -—. + 


COMPARATIVE. ; 
Employer, Wallo, John! you've been on the drink agin, Pen 
see, Shaky hand.eh? Head splitting in two, eh? Couldi't es 
ang breakfast, black specks tloating before the eyes, and [ supporr 
things seem to be running acroas the ledger, »nd— 
John. Oh, no, sir! you must have drunk harder than Tever have. 
sir, for I've never been as bad as that. 


TASTES DIFFER. X 
“ AnD who," asked the soulful damsel, as she turned sharp rev’ 
on the music-stool and faced the young man who had been [isten 1! 
to her performance—" who are your favourite composers!" Val F 
1 hardly know,” he stammered. “Charlie Coborn don’t write se" 
bad music, and Le Brun and Harry Hunter, and Albert ¢ hevalics. 
ean all knock out something pretty lively, can’t they Aud once 
again he is an outcast from decent society ! 


Ewery Wednesday. Twopence- 


JUDY. 
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THE BOO-HOO OF THE BOOKIE! 


(AN END-oF-THE-“ SEASON" LAMEST.) 
Ss 
Warat shall I do 
in the off-time 
that’s coming? 
What shall I do 
when the flat. 
racing's over! 
Really the thouzht 
is distinetly be. 
numbing— 
No “oof till the 
+ saddling-bell 
echoes once 
’ more ! 
With no more 
sound — chances 
Jay's ooftish to 


reap— 
\\/ O! what shall [ 
4 do for my win- 
ter’s keep? 


Give me * proper” 
rmeing—a tig for 
the hurdle! 

A weck or two 
hence all my 
hopes Fate will 
quell, 

Not again my gay race-glasses on will I girdle, 

Till ringeth once more Lincoln's sweet saddling-bell ! 
I'd not care if, like snakes, Pall winter could sleep— 
O' what shall Ll do for my winter's keep? 

os 


FANNY’S PERFIDY. 

Lon’ bless you, yes! she was quite the very mintiest little 
morsel in. our neighbourhood, and, what was more, she was per- 
fectly well aware of the fact. 

And Bunger and | loved her; we were suitors, rivals for her 
Late sixeand-a-quarter hand, and we hated each other accordingly, 

Fanny was a terrible little flirt; there was no knowing which of 
us she really eared for. She had other adinirers; but, with the 
vyeention of that presumptuous young puppy, the new hairdresser, 
we had nothing at all to fear—in fact. we rgnored him, 

Rut we couldn't go on doubting like this for ever. 1 for one 
determined to put my fate to the test. 1 felt pretty contident she 
preferred me to Bungee, maul it was with something of a chuckle 
that Lordered him to make me a smart new pair of boots—he's 
oar local shoemaker, you Know—and to be sure and send them 
home before Saturday; for on Saturday Fanny had written me that 
she would be waiting for me at the old spot, 

Friday night came, but no boots, This was awkward, because L 
really hadn't a devent: pair, and a fellow must be well got up fora 
proposal, [sent a message to Bunger, * Would he kindly oblige 
hy sending them first thing in the morning 2” Back came his 
onewer, Certainly 3 and would 
i let Mr. Bunger have the grey ag eas 
check trousers was making - ‘ 
torhim” Did [ teil you that 
stad made mea tailor? 
‘was a fix, I'd quite 
. d those trousers of 
unger’s. I went across to him 
mveclf, “DT say, old man, I'm 
atraid you'll have to wait a bit 
for your bags.” 

“Indeed,” he said; “then I 
mther faney you'll have to do 
the same for your trotter cases.” 

“But, l—1 insist on it! How 
dare you keep me waiting?” 

“How dare you, you mean.” 

“Look here. will you send 
home my boots?” 

“Will you deliver =my 
tronsers 2" 


” 


es —_ 


Vto abel eg lf < 


“Nol” 

This was dreadful. “Look here, unger,” I said, “let us effect a 
compromise ; send my boots and you shall have your trousers.” 

“Itsa bargain,” said Bunger, and we parted. 

Twelve o'clock on Saturday, no boots; message to Bunger. 
“ Where are they?” Reply,“ Not ready yet. Where are the baz?” 

One, two, I was hard at it on those infernal trousers, for Bunger 
wouldn't part ; three, four, done at last : and off I dashed with them. 
Hang it, boots not quite finished, must wait half an hour, and 
promised to meet Fanny at five, too. 

At last they were done, and we exchanged work. Then it wrsa 
case of lightning dressing, for each felt. the reason which had 
prompted the other's action. It was a splendid race. Clad in my 
very best, I ran clean up against Bunger as 1 turned a sharp corner 
on my way to the rendezvous. What was to be done. “Here,” 
said Bunger, “ first chance heads ; you call.” 1 wag about to do so, 
when turning the corner our eyes encountered a harrowing, an 
appalling spectacle. 

t was Fanny, our beloved, quietly walking off arm-in-arm with 
the triumphant Snipper, and she has since cut us both dead, 


—— 


GIRLS OF THE ‘FRIV.” 
Cozz1eE COLLINGWOOD. 
PREPARE, prepare, oh, ye 
mortals! 
\ Fora prettier climeon high; 
\ cre Jong you must pass 
Death's porta's, 
NN For the end of the world 
\ draws nigh, 
Don't think that the prophet 
B*xt*r [pmaigeene ‘ 
Has me with that thought 
I never would let such a 
quack stir 
A single fear in my breast. 


I'ven far more feasible reason 
Than ever you heard him 
give, [season 
To think that a brief. bricf 
Has this wicked old world 

« to live, 
The world is by Love kept 
moving, (disproving 
And, ifever Love fadeaway, 
It's a fact whieh there's no 
That the world will at once 

i decay. 
. The world is by Love kept 


jy 
Ay 


rs 
> aes 
3 as 


— : 
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S ae 
“A 


im 


oing, 
And if Cupid, the sweet and 


vat spry,, . 
rat Ne restrained from his arrows 
7H throwing. 


Then good-bye to the world, good-bye ! 
Ani that time is approaching quickly ; 
For Cozzie compels D.C. 
To scatter his arrows so thickly 
That he'll jolly soon arrowless he 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—_——- 


MIDDLESEX Music-HAut, 167 Drury LANE, 
ay lee 10th, 1893. 

DEAR S1R,—My attention has been drawn to a paragraph which 
appears in the issue of your excellent journal, “ ALLY SLOPER'S 
HALF-Ho1ipay.” dated September 9th, which, I venture to think, 
is calculated to do me an injury in my business, though, of course, 
1 can quite believe such was not your intention. It is my opinion 
that the paragraph referred to could not have been written by one 
of your regular staff, as at no time can the cracking of walnuts and 
winkle shells be heard in the pit, nor the skinning of shrimps and 
odour of fried tish be detected in the Gallery. Now, as I have 
always considered that you and I were on the beat of terms, and I 
have, as you know, always done my best to oblige you or any repre- 
sentative of yours at any time, I think I may ask your reconsidera- 
tion of this matter. Faithfully yours, © J. L. GRAYDON, 


Se 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No. 181.—He Gets CALLED TO ORDER THIRTY-THREE TIMES. 

ON Saturn's night, the ninth of Sept., 
To Mildew Court A. SLOPER crept, 
And, as he went. he wailed and wept 

With much indignant snarling. 
For he, the once resplendent dude, 
Had been so pecked, and hacked, and hewed, 
That. if his mother him had viewed, 

She'd not have known her darling ! 


That afternoon the Football Club 

Of Chesham from a Chesham pub, 

Nad started forth, resolved to drub 
The famous Millwall team, 

And, to effect their grand desire, 

They'd sent the Mound, Esquire, a wire 

That him for “ twa’ p'und Scots” they'd hire 
To aid them in their scheme. 


The Wreek has read a little verse 

Which says, * Put money in thy purse !” 

He neither knows, nor cares a curse 
Who wrote it : but he ne'er 

Neglects a chance to do that same ; 

So, ‘mid the Cheshamites who came 

To Millwall, proudly stalked the frame 
Of SLOPER, grand and fair ! 


Full finely Chesham chased the bill. 

Full featly fought the tierce Millwall, 

But SLopen, ‘mid those warriors all, 
Was unsurpassed in skill. 

So what were his chagrin and spleen, 

What time the war was o'er, to g' 

That Millwall’s goals were just seventeen, 
And Chesham's goals were nél 2 


“1¢ cannot be!” he loud did roar, 
“T've never fought so well before ; 
Methought myself had made a score 
Of goals!” But, lo! there egme 
Ten Cheshamites to him and said: 
“You base old hulk, we'll break your head, 
And thrash you till you're all but dead, 
For losing us the game!” 


And when with eager paws and claws 

They'd banged his skull, his beak, his jaws, 

For half an hour, he Jearned the cause 
Which made them ‘gainst him growl. 

Alas! alas! the referee 

Had smelt, just thirty times and three, 

A. SLOPER'’S breath ; and how could he 
Refrain from shrieking “ Foul!" ? 


Ewery Thursday. One Halfpenny. 


QUIPS. 
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THE GNAT AND THE CAMEL. 
(SUGGESTED BY Two INcIDENTS oF A Day.) 


THERE were four score barrels of putrid fish 
At the shop of a curer found, 

And the health inspector expressed a wish : 
“Your worship had best go round 

And inspect them there!" * Nay, the law is clear 

Said the learned clerk, “you must cart them here!” 


“May it please your worship,” the health man said, 
© Those fish have from Grimsby come, 

And to cart them hither may cholera spread 
Along many a court and slum. 

I'll bring youn sample to judge them by!” 

“They must ald come here !” was the clerk's reply. 


That night a man and his wife were stretched 
On 2 floor till the morning-tide. 

The health inspector their beds had fetched 
Away : for their son had died. 

Of cholera—such was the first idea: 

But ‘twas afterwards shown he'd had diarrhea. 


Now place these episodes hand-in-hand, 

And the comment they need is n//, 
In a workman's home, lest cholera land, 

We may cause what worry we will : 
Rut rather than Slade should forenke his bench 
Fora half hour's space, let a noisome stench— 
With cholera laden, for aught we know— 
Through the swarming streets of the Borough go! 


—_——_—~——__—_ 


HOLIDAY REMINISCENCE. 

Visitor (Icaving Margate Hotel). Well, good-bye, Mr. Landlord. 

Landlord. Don't say good-bye, sir. Let's hope we shall have 
the pleasure of meeting again. 

Visitor (qrarely). Not in this world. 

Landlord ( pleacantly). Oh, well, then, perhaps in the next. 

Visitor. Oh, dear, no! that’s quite out of the question. A man 
who has the conscience to charge euch prices as you have will cer- 
tainly not go in the same direction as I shall. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


FAITHFUL unto Death: The diseases that follow in his train. 

A MAN who Speaks Volumes : The auctioneer at 1 book sale, 

* HAVE you ever seen a circus?” asked a foul-mouthed Baronet 
of SLOPER. “No,” was the scathing reply, “but I have often Acard 
a Sir cuss.” 

“ Worps in Season”: The word “sea” and the word “son.” 

Why isa bacchanal’s wife like an experienced farmer !—Lecause 
she is accustomed to -husband-(d)ry. 

How is it that one’s thumb is not troubled with a ceaseless 
stinging sensation, sceing that it always hasa “b” at the end of it? 


A ROMANCE OF THE “LAUGHING SAL.” 
(A TALE OF THE CALM CANAL.) 


-—~_-- 


CHAPTER IL. 

CAPTAIN BRADLEY'S crossne=s of temper was undoubtedly due 
te that hope deterred which makes the heart sick, The pent-up 
desire to do 
heroie 
deeds and 
to reap the 
rich reward 
of love and 
glorx,* 
which falls 
to every 
hero, — had 
fermented 
so long that 
it was turn- 
ing sour. 
He began 
to think 
his chance 
of — distin- 
guishing 
himself 
would 
nevercome, 
and in’ his 
moments 
of gloom 
the variety 
and force 
of the epi- 
thets head. 
dressed to 
the indivi- 
dual sin 
charge of 
the tow. 
rope were perfectly lurid, and the captain could sweara fow at times. 

The Laughing Nv/ had cast off the stern mooring-rope at the 
Bottlewhisile Wharf. and had eased out of the crowd of other 
barges which Tay around promiscuous at that busy port. Th» 
Laughing Sal lind a full cargo of bricks on board, which had to be 
delivered at the close of a few days’ sail, and as the most 
that Captain Bradley had to do was to keep his helm hard-a- 
starboard, to counteract the effect of the tow-horse, he had plenty 
of leisure to resume the day-dreams which the worry and excite. 
ment incidental to loading bricks had temporarily interrupted. 
Overhead all was clear, and promised a voyage Vuring whieh 
tarpaulins would not be required, and Captiin Bradley, after 
directing a few promiscuous swears at the boy who was cooking hot 
water to make the crew's coffee, relapsed into a leisurely dream, 

For variety he 
had gone bask to 
medieval thines, 
and was storming 
accastle in which 
a ovillain knight 
bad locked up oa 
> devely maiden 
whom he had 
carried off from 
her father, a neigh- 
bouring baron, and 
Papua Bradley 
had just succeeded 
intuonelling a hole 
through the 
“wicked knight's 
bread-bisket when 
a oshrill) = scream 
from the opposite 
- bank of the canal 
brought the cap. 
tain back to the 
mundane matters 
of the Laughing 
Sal, 

In 2 moment 
Captain Bradley 
realised the situs. 
tion, A child was 
struggling in the 
water, and kick- 
ing oft his boots 
the captain gillantly plunged into the not over-fresh water, and in 
half a dozen strokes the child was rescued. But to whom did it 
belong? It was ouly about a couple of years of age; there was no 
one in sight who had been in charge of it. 

Captain Bradley was in a quandary, and as he wiped the mud 
and water from his hair and gazed at the babs, whose ownership 
was a mystery, he suddenly realised that the romance he had longed 
for had at last come into his life. Tales in which wicked uncles 
had disposed of inconvenient nephews and nieces flashed throuzh 
his mind. This was evidently a case of that sort. Precedent 
demanded that he should at once adopt the baby and bring it up 
till it reached maturity, and was ultimately proved to be a marquis. 

Immediate necessity, however, demanded that the captain should 
put on dry clothes. Then he proceeded to build an cutirely new 
romance to suit the circumstances, 


The captain's lawruage is stron, 


Plunge l into the not over-fresh water. 


stepson of a 
wicked hus- 
band of a 
foolish and 
too con. 
tiding =o mo. 
ther. The 
rank of the 
baby —puz- 
zled him 
somew hat. 
He tried it 
as amarquis, 
asacount.as 
the son of a 
baronet, and 
as the off- 
spring of a 
rich banker. 
In all of 
these po.’ 
sitions the 
aid of Cap- 
tain Bradley 
was in- 
variably 
neeessiry to 
restore the 
infant to 
its proper 
sphere, Ife 
had just got the baby. satisfactorily settled as a duke, when that 
Dbaby—awoke, snd sodid Josiah Bradley, tu the fact that that baby 
would require to be nursed. 
(20 be continued next week.) 
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THE “F.O.S." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No, 326.—Jas Van Berens, P.OS 


“Was born in England, or elsewhere, Possibly the former, 
Probably the latter, Sometimes regrets the fact. Though, 
generally, he is quite content with his present lot. Doubtless 


consilers it better to be alive than otherwise, Cannot blame ¥ ace 
him if he dues, Wanted to bea Prime Minister. The public She, 1 think true lovers are somewhat like angels’ visits. 
didn’t want him. Tried for an Archbishopric. Church objected. Ile. Vow so? 
Took to painting, And manages to earn his bread and cheese, " Lathe ty my ney 5 
with 601 mes an onion thrown ia, Was, at one perio! of his oh ‘ Fees ase they are x0 few, THAT'S NOTHING! 
die. Yes; but they are never far between, “ My doll can say * Papa’ and * Mammal" “So can 


cxistence, heard to perpetrate a joke. Has been melancholy at in- 
our baby!" 


tervals oc sinee, Verdict —Serve him rieht “very man to his 
trade. Joking is not the trade of Jan Van Beers, At least, to 

tome people seem to think, Others assert his whole life is A L L H I Ss 0) WwW N | N Vv E N T | (@] N . 
nothing but a joke. Jan smokes aul drinks, Sometimes mol- 
crately, sometimes otherwise, Just as the fit takes him. ver 
Was particular, never is particular, never will be particular, 
thietly beeanse he is a slap up artist, Jan Van Beers was ereatet 
= and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ prescuted to lin, May 
2ud, 1s89."—Lebrett dainproced, 


wmpet, Vai dawve, olf chappie! Then, beyond question, 
you shuukl trace yutir ancestry to Dacelite. 


a 


ee 
BMH 


(1) “Haile, Crankly ! observed Cheapside, the other day, “What the thunder Woa-back! Stealy! Police! We're dead ‘uns, that's a deal cert. !°— 5) Ant 
have you got there 7°" * Why,” retarned Crankly, with a tonch of pride, “it’s a little. the next’ moment Mr. Wormsucker, of the “Mul End Waltoniane,” was ronghly 
invention of my own, Patent electric, double action, self-regulating, serew water aroused from his peaceful suooze by two kicking-men falling upon his he: 
Velocipede. Built it myself. Child cau work it. Jump aboard, old chap, and come npwetting hin into the water amid the fragments of his punt. Luckily, the Kosal 
for a spin. —(2) “ Easy as falling off a log, you see. The farther you go the more Humaners succeeded in hooking them, all three, out alive, and giving them in ehar-:. 
the action of the feet works up the bottled lightuing inside, sce #—13) * And when Mr. Wormsneker being * frog's-marchel” to the station to prevent him attemptine 
von dy get her up to concert pitch, you can have a barny amongst the boats and no the lives of the other two prisoners. And, as for Cheapside~-well, he vows to go fut his 
kid! Eh ?—(4) “Jumping ginger! the bally_old boneshaker’s bolted! Hey! once bosum friend, Crankly, w hen they are permitted to be at hire: 


ACCOUNTED FOR. GIRLS SLOPER'S KISSED. A NATURAL MISTAKE. 


First Flu (on artist's lay-firnre), What a beautiful ball head 
second Fly. Yes, and you don't get dicked off every half 


minute, ueither ! (Psy yl) 


a} 


Vee 


Ae 


= 


“Ls that a wasp in your hair, my dear? Ch no, Ise 
now, it’s your bonnet.” 


“Gracious, Smith ! what do you mean hy this ? * &Why, von 
see, old man, you said 1 needn't dress for dinner, and, as I've just 
been napping, I thousht it would save time to tarn up as Tam.” 


“An ironer? J see,don't wash clothes.” “No; vor 
her face very often.” 
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